v

IRON COUNTY REGISTER, IRONTON." MISSOURI

—

-

& T'ALLIE ERMINIE RIVES

ILLUSTRATIONS & LAUREN STOUT

COPYRIDHT 8Y BOBBSIHRRLEL CONPRYY

=~ e -y

SYNOPSIS.

dohn Vmilant, a rich soclety Mvorits,
“wuddenly discovers that the Valiani eor-
paration, which his father founded and
which was the principal source of his
wealth, had fafled. He voluntarily turns
over hin private fortuneé to the recelver
for the corporation. His entire remaining
‘posscssions consist of an old motor car, »
white bull dog and Damory court, a neg-
iad estate In Vieginla. On the way to
mmary court he meeta Shiriey Dand-
ridge, kn auburn-halred beauty, nnd de-
‘eiden that be Is going to ltke Virginia tm-
mensely,  Shirley’s mother, M. Dand-
ige, and Major Bristow exchange rem-
inlscences during which It in revesled
that the major, Vallant's father, and a
man named Bassoon were rivals for the
hand of Mrs. Dandridge In her vouth.
Bansoon and Vallant roight a duel on her
acecount in. which the former was kijled
Valiant finda Dambry court overgrown
with wreds and ereepers and docides to
Tehabilitate  the. plues. Vallnnt  saves
Shirley from the bite of & snaks, which
bites him. Knowiug the deadliness of the
bite, Shirley sicks the polson from the
wound and savea hila life. " Valiant learns
for the first t'me that his father left Vie-
®inin on necount of a doel In which Doc.
tor Southall and Majer Hristow acted as
Dis Iather's soc . Valiant and Shirley
tecoms good . Mm  Dandridge
faints whin she maeals Vallant for the
first time. Vellant discovers that he has
& fortune fn ol wainyt trees. The vearly
ournament, 5 st val of the fousting of
al Damory court. At
moment Vallant takes the place
of one of the linights, who is sick, and
aftars tha lists. Ha wins and chooses
heauty Lo

Ehirley Dandridzgs ns queen of
o

the digmay of Kathering Fatgo, i formear
sweatheart, who in visiting in Virzisia
The ball Damnry court
ornwe ha ¥alc Shi
Jay 18 crowned 0 " f
beanty.  Vallant tells ¥ o0 Tove
and they bocoms  enpame Kathering
Fargo, dotermining not to give up Vall-
ant without a strugels, polrete ot to Shie-
Iey how terribile it would ba for the w -
an who enused tha dusl to mest Vallant,
who Iooka 20 muech ke Yis father, Shire-
ley. uncertain, but Teallig that her moth-
er was In love with the vietlim of Val-
ant's plstol, breaks the engagement

CHAPTER XXIX.—Continued,

The (nquiry wos drowned in 4 ghriek
from several children in unlson. They
scrambled (o their feet, casting fear-
ful glances over their shoulders. The
man who hnd been lying behind the
bush had risen and was conming toward
them at a slouching amble, one foot
dragging slightly. His appearaace, in-
deed, was enough to canse panic. With
his savage face, aet now in a grin, and
his « ramp-like costume, he looked
flerce and animallike, White and
black, the children fled llke startled |
rabbits, older ones dragging younger,
without a brekward look—all save
Rickey, who stood quite still, her wid-
enlug evea flxed on him fn a kind of
Blanched fageinated tarror,

He came close to her, never taking
his eyes from hers, then put his heavy |
grimy hand under her chin and turned
her twitehing face upward, r-hnr'kiing.‘

“Aln't afeard, d fn me!” he =ald
with admiration. “Wouldn't ekedaddle
with th’ fine folks' white-livered young
‘ung! Know who I am, don't ye?'

“Greef King." Rickey's lips rather
formed than gpoke the name.

“Right. An' I know you, too. Got
Jes' th’ same look ez when v= wumn't
no higher'n my knee, Bo va ain't at
th’ Dome no mo', eh? Purkle an' fine
Hnning an' a eddieation. Ho-lo! Goin'
tar make ye another ladyess like the
eweet ducky-dovey that rescooed ye
from th' lovin' embrace o' yer fond
step-parient, eh?”

Rickey's small arm went suddenly
out and her fingers tora at his shirt-

*There He Goes!"” He Said With Bit-
ter Hatred.

band. “Don't you,” she burst in n
paroxysm of passion; “don't you even
a@pank her name! If vou do, I'll kill
youl”

So flerce was her leap that he fell
back a step in sheer surprige. Then
Gie laughed loudly. “Why, yo little
spittin’ wile-cat!™ he grinned.

He laaned suddenly, gripped her
wrist and covering her mouth tightly
with his palm, dragged her behing a
<lump of dogwood bushes. A heavy
alep was coming along the waod-path,
He held her motlonless nnd breathless

| don’t let go!

n this cruel grip till the pedestrisn
had passed. It was Major Bristow, his
spruce white bat on the back of his
head, his unsullied walsteoat dappled
with the leaf-shadows. He stepped
out briskly toward Damory court.
swinging his stick, all unconsclous of
the fierce serutiny bent on him from
behind the dogwoods.

Greef King dld oot withdraw his
hand till the steps had died in the dis-
tance. When he did, he clenched his
fist and shook it in the air. “There
he goea!™ he said with bitter hatred.
“Yer noble friend that sent me up
for slx years t' break my heart on
th* rock-plie! Oh, he's a top-notcher,
he is! But he's got Greef King to
rackon with yit!” He looked at her
balefully and shook her.

“Look-a-yere,” he said in a hisslng
volce.  “Ye remember me. I'm & bad
one ter fool with. Yer maw foun' that
out, I reckon. Now ye'll promise me
ye'll tell nobody who ye've seen. i'm
only a tramp; d've hear?™ He shook
her roughly,

Rickey's fingers and teeth were
clenched hard and she eald no word.
He shook her again viclously, the
blood pouring into his scarred face.
"Yo snlvelin® brut., ye!" he snarled.
“I'lT show yer!"™ Hs began to drag
her after him through (hé bushes, A
few yards and they were on the brink
of the hendlong ugly chasm of Lovers'
Leap. She cast one degperate look
about her and shut her ayes. Catching
hier about the waist he leaned over
and held ber out in mid-alr, a8 {f ehe
had been a kitten. "Ye ain't seen me,

hev yer? Promise, or over ye go. Ye

won't look B0 pretty when ve're

layin' down there on them racks!"
The child's face wns paper-white

|and she had begun to tremble like a
leaf, but her eyes remained closed.

"One—two—" he counted deliber-
ately,

Her eyes opened,
shuddering glance below, then her
resolution broke. She eclutched his
arm and broke into wild supplications.
“I promise, [ promize!” she ecried. “Oh,
I promise!™

He set her on the solid ground and
released her, looking at her with a
sneering laugh. “"Now we'll spe of ye
belong here or up ter Hell's-Half-
Acre,” he sald. “Fine folks keeps their
promises, I've heerd tell"

Rickey looked at him a momeni
shaking; then she burst into a passion
of soba and with her face averted ran
from him like a deer through the
hushes, L]

She turned one

CHAPTER XXX,

In the Rain.
Shirley stood looking out at the
raln. It was falling in 2o steady

downpour which held forth promisa
of ending, hut with a gentle conetancy
that gave the hills a look of sudden
discomfort and made disconsolnte
miry pools: by the roadside. The
clouds were not too thick, however, to
let theough o dismal gray brightness
that shone on the follage and touched
with gliatening lipes of high.light the
draggled tufts of the spaked hige.
grass. Now and then, across the drip
ping flelds, fraying skelns of mist wan-
dered, to lle curdled in the flooded
hollows where, here and there, catile
stood lowlng at intervals in & mourn-
ful key.

The Indoors had become impossible
to her. She was sick of trying to
read, elck of the endless pacings and
purposeless Invention of needless
tosks. She wanted movement, the
cobwebby mist about her knees,”the
wet rain In her face. She ran upstairs
and came down clad In a close searlat
lersey, with leather gaiters and a soft
hat.

Emmaline saw her this accontered
with disapproval. “Lawdy-mercy,
chile!™ she urged; “you ain't goin’'
out? It's rainin' cats en dawgs!"”

“I'm' nelther sugar nor salt, Emma-
lne” responded Shirley listlessly,
dragging on her raincoat, “and the
walk will do me good."

On the =opplng lawn she glanced
up at her mother's window. Since the
night of the ball her own panging solf-
tonsclousness had overlald the fine
nnd sensitive association between
them, Sho had been full of horrible
feeling that her face must betray her
and the cause of her loss of spirits
be guessed.

Her mother, had, in fact, been
troubled by this, but was far from
gueasing the truth. A somewhat long
indisposition had followed her first
sight of Vallant, and she had nat
witnesged the tournament. She had
hung upon Shirley's deseription of It,
howaver, with an exeited Intsrest that
the other was later to translats in
the light of her own discovery. If the

e LY -~

‘MAN GUIDED BY HIS IDEALS

Af Clean and Definite, Success in Life
May Be Sald to Be Assured
; From the Start.

A humad beétng without ideals is as
worthless as a ehip without o rudder.
As purely and confidently as does the
rudder guide the ship, so do clean,
‘definite ideals guide and shape nnd
-complete ' successful career.

There Is never any progresa without

point :

A e,

| thought had flitted to her that fate | visorwise over his brow.

might hold somethinz deeper than
friendship In SBhirley's acgualntance
with Vallant, it had been of the
vaguest. His cholce of her as Queen
of Beauty hud seemed a natural hom-
age to that swift and unflinching act
of hers which had saved his lfe.
There was In her mind a more ob-
vious explanation of Shirley’s altered
demaanor, "Perhape it's Chilly Lusk,”
she had eaid to herself. “Have they
had n foolish quarrel, 1 wonder? Ah,
well, in her own time she will tell
me."
. . - . L] L] L]

Thers was some rellef to Shirlev's
overcharged feelings in the very dis-
comfort of the drenched weather: the
suckiog poil of the wet clay on her
baots and the flirt of the drops on her
cheeks and hair. She thrust her dog-
skin gloves ioto her pocket and held
her arms outstretched to let the wind
blow through her fingers. The mole
ture clung in damp wreaths te her
hair and rolled in great drops down
her coat as she went,

The wildest, most secluded walks
had always drawn her most and she
instinetively chose one of these today.
It was the road whereon gquatted Mad
Aunthony's whitewashed cabin. “Dah's
€r mun gwine look in dem eyes, honey,
en gwine make 'em ery en ery.” BShe
had forgotten the incident of that day,
when he had read her fortune, but
now the quavering prophecy came
back to her with a shivering sense of
reality. “Fo' dah’'s flah en she aln'|
afeah'd, en dah's watal en she ain’
afeah'l. Bit's de thing whut eat de
ha'at outen de breas’—dat whut she
afeah'd of!” 1If it were only fire and
water that threatened her!

She struck her hands together with
an Inarticulate ery. Bhe remembered
the laugh in Valiant's eyes as they had
planted the roses, the characteristic
gesture with which he tossed the way-
ing hair from his forehead—how sho
hud nemed the ducks and the pea-
cock and chosen the spots for his
flowers; and she smiled for such mem-
ories, even in the stabbing knowledge
that these dear trivial things could
mean nothing te her in the future
She trled to renlize that he was gone
from her life, that he was the one
man on' earth whom to marry would
be to atrike to the heart her love
and loyalty to her mother, and she
sald this over and over to herself in
varying phrases:

"You ean’'t! No matter how much
you love him, you can't! His father
deliberately rulned your mothers |ife
—your own mother! It's had enough
to'love him—you can't help that. But
You can help marrying him:.  You
would hate yourself. You can never
kiss him again, or feel his arms around
you. You can’t touch his hand, You
mustn't even see him. Not If Il hreaks
your heart—as your mother's heart

was broken!”
She had twned into an unbeaten
vay that ambled from the road

through a track of tall oaks and pines,
scarce more than a bridle-path, wind.
ing almlessly through bracken-strewn
depths so dense that even the wild:
roges had not found them. In her
childish hurts sh® had always fled to
the companionship of the trees, 8he
had known them every one—the hlack-
gum and pale dogwood and gnarled
hickory, the prickly-balled “button-
wood," the lowly mulberry and the
majestle red oak and walnut, They
hod seemed frlendly and pitying coun-
gelors, standing aboul her with arms
intertwined. Now, with the rain weep-
Ing In soughlng gusts through them,
they offered her no comfort. She sud-
denly threw herself face down on the
soaked moss,

“Oh, God!" she arled.
so! And [ had only that one evening. |
It doesn't seem just. If 1 could only
have him, and suffer some other way!
He's suffering, too, and It fsn't our
fault! We nelther of us harmed any-
one! He lsn't responsible for what
his father did—why, he hardly knew
him! Oh, God, why must it be so
hard for us? Millions of other people
lova each other and nothing separates
them like this!"™

Shirley's warm breath made a Iittle
fog ngalnat the stareved mogs. She
was scarcely consolous of her wet and |
clinglng clothing, and the =oaked
strande of her hair, She wns so
wrapped in her desolation that she no
longer heard the sound of the perse.
vering raln and the wet swishing of
the bushes—parting now to a hurried
step that fell almost without sound on
the spongy forest goil. Bhe elarted
up suddenly to see Valiant before her

He was In a somewhat battir -:||
walking suit of brown khakli, with s
leather belt and a félt hat whose brim,
sUR with the wet, was ourved down

"I love him |

to be gifted with milllons of reflecting
TRYE.

Wa are each of us responsible to
soclety and the world in general for
aur ldeals.

Worthr ideals, snrnoestly sought and
sincerely carrled out, credit & man on
Into posterity, but unworthy ideals
discredit and unharness & man here
and now. Formulate your ldeals with
others ip mind. Measure not sucpens
in the Immediate. Make your ideals
#0 high that they will not only lead
you on and up, but all about you,

Poor, But Proud.
lady who Is a district visitor be-
much interested in a very poor
ut apparently respectable Irish fam-
lly named Cufran living on the top

M-\WMM’\WMM
"They do," acquiesced Mrs. Curran.
“Do they ask youn about it7"
“Indade they do, ma'am."

“And do you tell them?"

"Faith, thin, Of do not."

“What do yon tell them?"

“Oi just tell thim,” was the ecalm re-
ply, “that ye are me dressmaker, an'
let It go at that''—Pittsburgh Chroni-
cle Telegraph.

Author's Queer Costume.

One of Robert Louls Stevenson's
contemporaries describes the author:
“His halr was smooth and parted fn
the middle and fell below the collar of
his coat; he wore a black fianne] shirt,
with a curlous knitted tle twisted in a
knot; had Welllngton boots, rather
tight, dark trousers, a pea jacket and a
white sombraro hat.. But the most as.
tounding item of all his costume was &

lady’s sealskin ca

in an in-
stant he had drawn her upright, and
they stood, looking at each other,
drenched and trembling. E

“How can you?" he sald with a
roughnees that sounded akin to anger.
“Here in this atroclous weather—Hke
this!” he laid a hand on her arm.
“You're wet through.”

“I—I don't mind the rain,” she an-
swered, dmwing away, yet feeling
with & guilty thrill the masterfulness
of his tone, as well as its real concern.
“I'm often wet.”

His gave searched her face, feature
by feature, noting her pallor, the blue-
black shadows beneath her eyes, the
caught breath, uneven like a child’s
from crying, He still held her hands
in his,

“Shirley," he sald, “I know what you
Intended to tell me by those fowers—
I went to 8t Andrew's that night, in
the dark, after T read your letter.
Who told you? Your—mother?

“No, no!" she erfed. “She would
never have told me!"

His face lighted. With an irresist
Ible movement he caught her to him.
“Shirley!™ he eried. “It sbun't be!
It shan't, T tell you! You can't break
our lves In two Wke this! It's un-
thinkable.”

“No, no!" she sald plteously, push-
ing him from her. “You don’t under-
stand. You are g man, and men—
can't.” ‘

“I do understand,” he insisted. “Oh,
my darling, my darling! It {sn't right
for that spectral thing to come be-
tween us! Why, it belonged to a past
generation!  However sad the out-
come of that duel, It held no dighonor.
I know ounly too wel! the ruln It
brought my father! it's enough that
it wrecked three lives, It ghan't rise
agaly, like Banquo's ghost to haunt
ours! I know what you think—I
would love you the more, if T could
love you more, for that sweat loyalty—
but it's wrong, dear, It's wrong!™

“It's the only way."

“Listen. Your mother loves you,
If she knew yon loved me, ghe would
bear anything rather than have you
suffer like this. You say #he wouldn't
have told you hepgelf Why, If my
fathep—"

She tore her hands from his and
faced him with & cry. “Ah, that Is it!
You knew your father go little, Ha
Was never to you what she fs to me.
Why, I've been all the life she has
hiad. I remember when she mended
iy dolls, and held me when 1 had
searlet fever, and sang me the' gongs
the troes sang to themselves at night.
[ #aid my prayers at her knee till I
was twelve years old. We were never
apart a day till 1 went away to achool."

She paused, breathless,

"Doesn’t that prove what 1 gay "
he sald, bending toward her. “She
loves you far better than herself, Bhe
wantg your happiness.”

“"Could that mean hers?' she de-
manded, her bosom heaving, To geo
us together — always — always! To
be reminded in everything—the lines
of your face—the tones of your volee,
maybe—of that! Oh, you don't know
how women feel—how they remember
—how they grieve! I've gone over all
you can aay tll my soul eries out, but
It can't change it. It can’t!

Vallant felt as though he were bat-
tering with brulsed knueklas at'a stone
wall. A helpless anger simmered in
him, “Suppose,” he said bitteriy, “that
your mother one day, perhaps after
long years, learns of your sacrifice.
She ls likely to guess in the end, 1
think. Wil it add to her pleasure, do
you fancy, to discover that out of thls
coneception of filinl loyally—for It's

that, I suppose!—vou have spoiled
| your own life?"

She shuddered. “She will never
learn," she sald hrokenly. "Oh, 1

know she would not have spoken. Sha
would suffer anything for my happl-
ness. But I wouldn't have lies pear
any morse for my sike."

Hig anger faded suddenly, and when
he looked st hor ngaln, tears were
burning in his eycs,

“Shirley!" he said, “It's wy heart,
too, that yon binding on the
wheell 1 love I want nothing
but you! I 16T beg my bread
from door to © with your hand
n ming tha it on a throne without
you! W =re be in life for
ma uniess v it? Think of our
love! Think ' fata that brought
ma hers to lnd you In Virginia!
Think of our zarden—where 1 thought
wi would live and work and dream,
thl we were ol gray—togother,
darling! ! woour love away
Hke th

His ent [ her only whiter,
but unmaved ghiook her head,
gazing ut him ihrougn preat cleur

B T

tears that welled over and rolled down
her choeks,

"I can’t fight,” ghe said. “I bave no
strength left.” 8he put out her hand
as she spoke and dropped it with a
little Hmp gesture that had In it tived
despair, finality and hopelessness, It
caught at his heart more strongly than
any words, He felt a warm gush of
pity and tendernass,

He took her hand gently without
speaking, and pressed it hard against
his lipe. It seemed to him very small
and cold,

They passed together through the
wet bracken, his strong arm gulding
her over the uneven path, and came
to the open in sllence.

“Don't come with me,” she said
then, and without a backward glanos,
went rapidly from im down the shim-
mering road,

CHAPTER XXXI.

The Evening of an Old Score.

Rat-tat-tat-tat-tat!—Major Bristow's
Ivory-headed  camphor-wood
thumped on the great door of Damory
court. The sound had a tang of Imps-
tenee, for he had used the knocker
more than once without result. Now
he strode to tha end of the porch

bellow that brought Unele Jefferson
shuffiing around the path from the
kitchens with all the swhites of his
eyes ghowing.

“You dog-gone lazy rascall” thun-
dered the major, “What do you mean,
sah, by keeping a gentleman caoling
his heels on the doorstep like o tax-
collector? Where's your master?"

"Fo' de Lawd, Major, Ah aln’ seen
Mars' John sence dis mawnin’, Staht
out aftah breakfas' en he nevah
ghowed up ergin et all. Yo' reck'n
whut de mattah, suh?" he added anx-
lously, *‘Peahs lak sumpin’ preyin'
on he mind. Don’ seem er bit hese't
lately.”

ful. “Isn’t he well?"

“No, suh. Aln’ et no mor'n er hum-
min-bupd dese lag' few days. Jes'
hangs eroun’ lonesome lak, Don’

play de planny sence de day aftah de
ball. Me en Daph moght'ly pestered
‘oot him."

"Pshaw!™ eaid the major.
of spring fever, ! rackon. Aunt Daph
feeds him too well. Give him less
fried chicken and more ash-cake and
buttermilk, Make him some Juleps."
The old negro shook his head.

“Touch

“Doesn't That Prove What | Say?" He.
Said, Bending Towarg Her,

“"Moghty neah use up all dat mint-
bald Ah foun'." he sald, “but ain’ do

nuo good, Majah, Ah's sho' ‘'feahed
sumpin’ gwineter happen.”

“"Nonsense!”™ the major snlffed,
“What fool Idea's got under your wool
now? Been seelng Mad Anthony
again, I'll bet a dollar.”

Unele Jefferson swallowed once or
twide with seeming diMeulty and
turned the gravel with his toe. “Dat's
50," he sald gloomily. “Ah done sea
de old man de yuddah day 'bout et
Ant'y, he know! He see trouble er-
comin’ en trouble er-gwine, Dat samae
night de hossshoe drop offen do
stable do’, en dls ve'y mawnin' er
buhd done fly inter de house. Dag’
er mighty bad hoodoo, er mighty bad
hoodoo!™

“Shuckal” sald the major. “You're
as loony as old Anthony, with your
Infernal slgne. 1If your Mars' John's
been out all day 1 reckon ha'll turn
up before long, Il wait for him a
while.," He sfarted In, but paused on
the threshold, “Did you say—ah—
that mint was all gone, Unc' Jeffer-
son?"

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Just Suit Him.,

“What pawt have you—aw—we
gerved foll me, Miss Coochem ™ asked
young Sapleigh of the fair manager
of the amateir theatrieals,

"Why, really, Mr, Saplelgh,” she re.
plied, “I'm afrald I've overlooked you,
and all the parts have been assigned.
Oh, by the way, there 18 atill the part
of the heroine's father. I think that
would about fit you.”

“The pawt la weally of Uttle—aw—
consequence, doncher know, just so
I'm one of the—aw—actahs,"” eaid Sap-
leigh. *What am l—aw—supposed to
do in the pawt?

“Well,” answered the manageress,

m

in 1780, 1800 and 1810, gave the popu-
lation of the district of Malne as a
part of Massachugetts. In 1820 it was
separated from Massachusetts, made
an independent state, and was admit.
ted Into the union. Vermont was not
one of the 13 original states which
adopted the constifution In 1787-89,
and was not admitted to the unfon
until 1781, As a colony It furnished
its full quota of troops during the
revolutionary war, but its boundaries
were in dispute with Massachusetts,
New Hampahire and New York clalm-
ing jurhdioﬁm._

“as the herolne |s supposed to be &n |agdopting the

orphan, I'm afraid it will be necessary
that you should remain dead.”

stick |

and ralsed his volce in a etentorian |

“H-mm!” The major looked thought- |

laugh no mo’, don' sing no me’. Aln' |

Middle Buss ‘he
- was taken to Sister [sland,
Lake Erle, and left th v+ three weeks,
by & men who bald .he ownad the
place and who left him food enough
to, last a week, at the expiration of
which time he promised to be back,
but failed to put In an appearance. is
the story told by Henry Adair, fifty,
who says he lives in Detrolt, brought
here by members of a fishing party
who rescued him.

Membera of the party, fishing In
Lake Erie of Middle Bister {sland, Iso

from here, were attraéted by the fran-
tle waving of a shirt. Drawing closer, ]
they discovered Adair. Heé was pale
sod emnclated. All he had left of his
store of food was a few of
bread. K

- Adalr told his rescvers he could not
recall the name of the man who had
piut him on the fsland, taking him
from Putdp-Bay in 4 rented power
boat, as he had never met him until
just & short time before he was ace
costed in Detroit and asked If he
wanted employment. He sald he was
supposed to have been employed to
look after the premises, although he
found on arriving on the island thers
was practically nothing to look after.

WALDENSIAN CRURCH IN ROME

| New Edifice

in Eternal City Was |

Presented by Mra. John S, Ken-

nedy of New York.

Romo.—The Waldensian church has
planted itself in the Eternal Oity, says
the Literary Digest. In February a
new church edifice, presented by Mrs, |
John 8. Kennedy of New York was |
dedicated.  Standing on the Plazea
Cavour, [t is called by the Record of
Christian Work (May) "a noble stona
etructure, the finest Pmlgata.nt edifice |
in Italy.” Moreover:

“The decoration of the pulpit with-
in includes paneled figures of Luther,
Calvin, Savonarola and Arnald of
Bresela. At the dedicatory services |
were present the representatives of
the Waldensian church from all parta
of ltaly and of all the evangelical
churches of Rome, togather with many
notables — Professor Schiaparelll, |
Romolo Murrl, Senators’ Bodio and |
Souller, the minister of Holland, ete,
Interesting was the prologue to Pastor
Muston's address, when one congid-
ers the persecution to which the Scrip-
tures were subjected in anclent times,
Ascending to the pulpit, the great
Bible in his hand, he said: :

“‘In tho name of the-Father, Son and
Holy Spirit we place on the pulpit
the book of truth. May it neven be
remoyed thence! Revelation of the

Rome's New “Church In the Valley.”

thought and will of God, may it ever
ba guide and counselor of the mas-
ters of truth who from this place an-
nounce to the people the sclence of |
this life and of that which is to come!
In the worda of Paul, “All Scripture is
glven by inspiration of God, and is
profitable for doctrine, for reproof, for
| correctlon, for instruction in right-
| ®ousness; that the man of God may |
| Bori o thoroughly furnished unto |
| all good works. "

BUILD BUNGALOWS AT PRISON

| English Conyicts of Improving Char- |
[ acter to Have Two-Room Houses
| Erectud for Them.

| London—At Camp Hill prison, sev-
| eral tworoom bungalows “are being

bullt for the accommmodation of pria.

oners whose characters are apparently
| improving under preventive detention.
| In each bungalow there will be a
| living room and a bed room. The
new bulldings will be surrounded by a
high boundary wall, but the prisoners
occupying them will have more license
and privilsges than before.

MANY REPTILES CROSS SEA

Liner Merion Brings Shakes, Toads,
and Frags-£Go Without Food
for Months.

Fulladelphia—Mora than 50 enakes,
0. dozen tonds, and two and & Half
bushels of frogs arrived on the Ameri-
can linerMerlon from Liverpool. None
of the dot had eaten anything for a
month, and apparently had slept all of
the way across the Atlantie.”. When
the hatches wers opened,
sunshing penetrated the vessul's hold
for the ﬁx tme In two weekd there
wos every evidenge. of lfe, and'all
the reptlles seermed to want to get
ashore at the same time, -~

Test of Normality.

owaver,and 'block. When, in the

vant Says It Once
Head Qrnament.

M. Hippolyte-Boussac Declares It His
Bellef That Foundatinns for Top
Piece Formerly Rested In

— ’

Paris—Since the discovery more
than a year ngo of deep carities In the
crown of the Sphinx of Gizah, Egypt-
ologists have debated miuch as to the
purpose which caused their construe-
tion. The suggestion that the great
racant spaces were intsnded for gal-
leries or chambers has been disputed
and the gnestlon has assumed almost
the importance of a second riddle of
the Sphinx.
‘ Now comes P. Hippolyte-Boussac,
formerly a member of the Oriental in-
stitute of Cairo and s distinguished
architset, with: what may be the solu-
tion. In & learned article in Tllustra-
tiop ha es that the cayities con-
tiained the foundations for the head ore
naments -which, he, believed, adorned
the Sphinx,

“Every god of BEgypt wore on his
head a symbolle oruament, intended
to designate his character,” writes M.

Frenol $:
Wore.

The Sphinx Looked Like This Some
3,500 Years Ago, Says a French
Egyptologist.

Hippolyte-Boussac. “On the head of
Ra, or Ammon Ra, were a solitary disk
and two tall feathers. Representa-
tons of the head of Isis frequently
show a disk between two heifer horns,
gurmounted by the inseription As, rep-
resenting her name. Nowre-Toum's
head was decked with s full-grown
lotus, from which emerged symbolic
feathers.

“Thoth, the god of sclences, letters
and arts, was often shown with the
head of an ibig;, having a wig with lap-
pets, surmounted by a disk anda eres-
cent. Examples mighl be multiplied:;
simllay characteristics appeared among
the other gods in the pantheons of
the Pharaohs. With very few excep-
tions, these attributes are not confined
to one divinity exclusively, They
serve as emblems marking the roles
played by each god. The Pharachs
themselves mnde use of them in the
performance of certain religious cere-
monies,

“The Sphinx was the image of the
god Harmakhis—the sun at ita setting
—a divinity essenilally funereal in ns-
pect. Thus fa explained his plave in
the necropolis gt Memphis. As with
the other Egyptian gods, his head was
surmounted by & symbolic ornament,
usually the Atew, or disk of the sun,
which was worn also by Osirls, the
god of the dead. This ornament con-
eisted of & white crown with two os-
trich plumes, a solitary alsk and two
rams’ horns.

“It I8 know that the great Sphinx
of Glzeh was cut out of a high clim
on the edge of the Libyan desert. The
ancients wers unable to fashlon the
head ornament while sculpturing the
figure out of the mass of rook, but
added it later. This process {8 gome-
times followed in the case even of
etatusttes. It was necessary to dig
deeply Into the Mead in order to in-

8ure the stability of the lofty orna-

ment which surmounted it. This was
the purpose of the cavity which has
been discovered In the head of this

‘Sphinx,

“As the orpament was not mono-
lithie, but was formed of superimposed
strata, it must have been comparn-
tively frail. It was threatened by the
lightning, the raln, the sandstorms
and winde of the desert. It did not
figure at all on thé bas-relief of the
Sphinx in the time of Thotmes 1V, In
the elghteenth dynasty, which wns
shown ctouching on a lofty pedestal.
Doubtless in this epoch—about 1600
B, C.—the ornament already had heen
destroyed. The Sphinx was then more
than 2,500 years old—older than the
Parthenon of our day—and jn this
long stretch of centuries the symbolic
‘accesory might well have fallen, vig.
tim to the ravages of the elements.

“In the temple of Djebel-Barkal the
digks, placed much lower and, appar-
ently being less frall, which Burmount-
ed the heads of the other sphinxes,

also bave disappeared, although they

had ‘been carved out of the  game

#ilxtéenth century

before our ers, Thotmes IV restored
the great 8 hmx,m ‘be consid-
ered it mﬂvmuo o replace an or-

| hament which had not proved durable.

But the lappets, of 'wh'_lgh_ no trace ro-

mains today existed then, in part, at
least. Thay are Indicated In & bag.
enth dynasty”




